THAMES

There flows a wonderful water

Where lofty vessels glide

To take up their home-come stations

By the dark wharves' side.

And their masts tip up over the roofs,

With their lean long pennons a-blow,

While ant-like the men on the stones of the quay

Swarm to and fro.

And their spars lean slant on the sky,

And strange are the sounds of their names,

Gilded on counters afloat from remote

Sea-havens to Thames.

MERMAIDS
Leagues, leagues over
The sea I sail
Couched on a wallowing
Dolphin's tail:
The sky is on fire
The waves a-sheen;
I dabble my foot
In the billows green.
In a sea-weed hat
On the rocks I sit
Where tern and sea-mew-
Glide and beat,
^Vhere dark as shadows
The cormorants meet.
In caverns cool
When the tide's a-wash,
I sound my conch
To the watery splash.
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